Herbert                            BLACK MAGIC
Palmer
SHE spoke ill of me, and falsely,
That witch woman with no weans.
I sent her a cargo of curses
In a ship of dreams.
It went sailing, gleaming and sailing
Over the blue sea
To the spar bar where she sat railing
Of mine and me.
She had mice teeth and an owl's mouth,
That white bitch of the moonbeams;
"Let her stuff it and grow tusks"
Cried I to the tide streams,
"There's tar of coal and henbane
And asp pudding in the hull's hold.
Let her bite them and get pain
And turn grey in her hair'sgold."
There went by three weeks,
Three weeks and a day's span;
I was looking polewards to the far creeks,
Putting blessings on my death-plan,
When I saw a ship come sailing
Zig-zag over the blue sea,
Steered by no manly steersman;
Andl cried "Lord, hide me!"
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